THE MAGNATES

Academicians, his carriage still upright, wearing a uniform of horizon-
blue, and whispered to each other: "It's Foch."

There were other uniforms, covered with a multitude of stars, which
relieved the sombreness of the crowd. The politicians, bearded, chubby,
bald, dishevelled, weak, violent, looked exactly like their caricatures
in the daily papers. Some of these champions of democracy carefully
raised their coat-tails before sitting down. Among the rows reserved
for the diplomats were to be seen, above fur collars, the olive faces of
foreign princes, and long Nordic faces, their eyebrows level and firm.
The University and the Law, heavily bespectacled, stood out in their
ermine-lined gowns of yellow or black against the purple, Novelists,
catching sight of each other, nodded greetings across the aisle. Among
the illustrious who had no official standing, Noel Sehoudler, huge,
massive and impatient, stood with his piratical beard rising above the
crowd's heads. It was as if the devil had been inadvertently invited.
He was one of the most powerful men in Paris and everyone noticed
him.

The choir was full of prelates, noble, somnolent^ or merely gossiping.
There, too, were the obese Vicomte de Dou6-Douchy, representing the
Due d'Grleans, and an old man with silken hair, representing the
Empress Eug6nie; they sat side by side and did not speak,

Of those present, at least twenty were destined to equally sumptuous
funerals. And they knew it. Some of them had but a few months to
wait.

But their fate seemed vague, distant, problematical They rose, sat
down, bowed their lined foreheads; they were alive and playing their
parts before the tribe. They looked round, wondering who would pay
for the next of these ceremonies. Though the fear of death was always
with them, no one believed that it could be him.

As for the women, most of them represented at If aat half a dozen
sins, The wives of power, finance, fashion, high-journalism, and luxuri-
ous idleness were assembled, ingeniously hatted; and with them were
the great ladies of the theatre. Anna de Noailles, as celebrated as the
men and dressed in an intricate arrangement of scarves and fur% was
suffering greatly from the fact that she could not talk. The Casstni,
tall, tragic, with a length of veiling about her neck, was trying very
hard to show that this day's mourning was also hers,

The undertaker's agent, gloved in black cotton, who was superintend-
ing the registering of signatures at the door, had before him the most
impressive collection of contemporary autographs,

Sitting in the first rows, in front of the illustrious mourners, was the
family. First came the brothers; the General, whose uniform was one
of the blue splashes visible from afar, and then the other two, Urbam
and Gerard, their grave faces balanced on cylinders of ftarched linen.
Lulu Maublanc arrived late and disturbed everyone finding his place.
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